Author’s Preface

I never met Tom Wilcox, nor did I learn much about him as I grew up where he once lived.  All I knew was that he was a boarder in the ancestral house of my grandmother just before the Philippine Revolution of 1898.  My grandmother, Amparo Casimiro Ordonez, and her spinster sister, Consuelo Casimiro, would occasionally refer to him as “el Americano curioso,” but would refuse to comment on his life, or the activities they suspected him of coducting during the revolution.  My journalist friend, Stu Glauberman, was the first to dig up the background on Tom Wilcox and discover the circumstances behind his mission to the Philippines.  With additional information from other friends, the Philippine National Historical Institute and the New York Public Library, I sought and subsequently gathered together the pieces that emerged.  This effort brought to light Tom’s extraordinary vantage point throughout the mosaic of Philippine revolutionary history.

I never met Coring del Pilar either.  She died long before I was born.  But to write this I had to get to know her, and to understand the depth of the love that bound Coring and Tom together. It was clear to me that this love, of the woman and of the nation she came to symbolize, drove Tom’s actions and motivations during the revolutionary struggle.  But to discover this, I could not depend on journalists, researchers, or the recorded pages of history.  I had to take a different journey, into the secrets and souls of the greatest and deepest loves I have ever known.

I have never been an avid historian. Oh, I studied the required dates, names, and events that were the keystones of Philippine history.  But textbooks, lectures and exams never did quite capture the essence of what really went on.  It was in the writing of this story, through the eyes of Tom Wilcox, who witnessed first-hand the events of that tumultuous period, that I came to understand and appreciate how the Filipino soul was battered and forged at the anvil of two intensely difficult revolutionary struggles—struggles that involved armed power, stark values, and conflicting motivations.

This then is the story of Tom Wilcox, of his love affair with Coring, of his love affair with the Philippines, and of his awakening to a new world taking shape.  But it is thus also my story, my love affair, and my awakening to the power, the passion, and possibilities of the Filipino soul.

